T THANKSGIVING.

And starlike flowers, and for the father's traits in him. And

Lrovs, then he began to get of the child;

AT In for off, fuded and wn-  mot that bo loved #0 much—he never

known. loved any but himself. And the

5 heian more he saw mdl'ur&b.nuhndm

B s Bt more he let It be seen he didn's caro for |

o i g g “He didn't strike him—oh, no, Harry
A now of things not seen or heard A

ﬂ‘::un:n'l obiblng, Moekering flnme. Farnsworth didn’t strike hlm—t;lg his

¥ But imely Sashod October's blaze

Of baMling besuly on our way.

Now it, with all 1he march from May,
Lies dead and hidden from human gaxe.

But while the sun s in the sky
© Memory will still reclaim tho past,
And whao shall fear the wintry blas
Or arotio cold when snowtlnkes flyf

The largeds of the barn and bio,
Tho rlek in many o gnrnersd feld,
+ Tho things (e farm und garden yiold,
p ;M"uuru. awd they are gnthered ln.

Lot us be glnd the elreling yoar

Has brought s gifts so manifold—
| The beauty of the wood and wold—
S _And for the thongnt that Hfo is dear,

et us give thanks for everything
Within the swift yenr's obb and flow,
All lives tivst roeet thelr cold nnd snow,

But at the oad comes juhil:t:.lt :.ml::;”r!us
MISS TRUDY'S VIEWS.

' ATHANKSGIVIXG ETORY DY HARKIET PRES-
b1 COTT BEPOFFOLD,
f —

LB [Copyright, 1897, by the Author.)

. The long wire of the doorbell was stil
wibrating when Miss Trudy, o woman of
motions, shut the front door to

she hed been summoned by o
: ving beggar, having run there at
pnoe, with o pie out of the batch sho al-
~ ways baked to give nway on Thanksgiv-
. g She did not know who the person
 wms, but the person evidently knew her

mnd eald: ““Thank you, Miss Trudy, This
gives both of us reason for thanksgiv-
J mgthul'usot. it, you that you can
‘l‘ 1t
" OHumph!" sald Miss Trody. “If 1
~ hadn't any botter repson than that for

s ving, I shouldn't eay much about
8" And then she went back to her pret-

iy little sitting room, its blazing fire and
~ wugs and rocking chair, its peacock feath-
_ mms and fruits and the great fragrant lom-

tree she had raised herself from n
sat down before the flre and
buack the skirt of hor gown over her
v showing, had there been any one
"~ #bsee, afoot still delleato nnd pretty ss
| mﬁouﬂ'mmetm used to pull on its
s ' , dear, how muany years

- ago! ‘'Yes," sald Miss Trudy to herself,
™Y should say I had some better neasons for

#hanksglving than just that 1 can give
* mway squash and mincs ples, thoug b that's
good deal. I'vereason to thank the Lord
for & whole procession of blessings, Yes,
d the first and cheapest of them all is
mb I'm a single woman and my own

iter, I can turr round without any-
¥ly's leave, mnd there's no man here
ng up. If that isn't o blessing,
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ymine. Aant Gertrode lefb me a triflo
~ of money for my name, and I put it out
\ @b Interest, and In 20 years it bought me
~ #his honse, this garden, this lttle orchard
~ of peach ond pear and plum and apple
g, this pasture, this cow and this
. And I've got what I had be-
1, to live on and o little for the poor, I
~ souldn’t have done that if I'd married.
‘08, T used to think 1t bhard times when
Mopsters led me such o dance,
ey, . ting my heart beat so T was afrald he'd
~ gee it, and then going away the Lord
. Enows where without a wond when I'd all
~ But made up my mind to marry him. But

~ T'm sure it was o merciful eseape,
.~ “Yen, those were cruel days. Don’t tell
. me aboust old fools! There's no fool ke
e o fool! And that man muwle me
: ! once. Yes, ho did. It glves me a
 aln now to remember the nights I
il to watch for him and he didn't come.
L never conld bear to look at the stars on

& clear winter's night sinee!

e | voll, we do outgrow things, if we
live long enough, and that's a reason for |
nksgiving, I'm sure. Yes, I'm an old
i, and I'm thankful for it. I've often
wouldn't marry the best man liv-
3+ 1 wouldn't marry the pope of Rome |
self if he was to nsk me. I'm my
property, and everything about me is
¥ can give away o dollar
Jane can't. Look ot
say hor soul's her own.
the was at home «ho used
of us childoon with a
now sho say . to Jalred,
' 1 go down town today
1 have the Keowe” And he
: ‘Can't have the horwe. What you
mt dovn  town?  Always  gadding.
for o woman’s home—enough to do
home, Stay ot home!' And she's stald

Sac T rin

" home $111 everyihing's 20 blue she can’t
oo it.  People th t Jane was dolng
great things w! married Jalred—

el ld“flrm. LT Hﬁ lota, h:fnlt.,ﬁtmk. n
we pnd  chaigo o o herd CTIOY §—
and shie's never hng avent to spond from
day to thix, for he took what belonged
and locked it up with his for the
pi. T dom'n KU ppose whe conld 'ﬂt it
ade o vow, but nobody wanis hot
pll the thne, and she ywears a ealico
wenr alpacs, and §don't know the
ho's had i new bonnet,
M ook at Besle—just the sweetost,

 Sdgesi. Now the jocund year has
A Ll flown.

BT Mha then there's this house.

by

been just a slavery to his folks, the old fa-
ther and mother who gnve him the place
if he'd take enre of them, and they saw to
it that he did, and that she did wo. They
just walked right over her and sat down
on her, and she was soft enough to ory
when they died.

T'm sure it's a reason for thanksgiving, if
ever there wns one, that [ didn’t marry
Harry Farnsworth,
strangled him. I couldn’t despise him an;
m than I dol
Humph—

| slster, Lonisa. How she did set her heart
on Larry Wellman! And I didn’t wonder.
He was the most engnging fellow. And
handsomes, too—handsome as an archan-

oom
couldn't endure sheir seelng him and scorn
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"ICOULDX'T HAVE DOXK THAT IF I'D MAR-
RIED."

sensitive lttle ocreature, He never pralsed
the poor dear foranything he did, les him
try ever 5o hard to please him; he never
smoothed his hair or patted his cheek or
ve him a kind word or any other word,
times he'd look at him with his big
oyes so like n wolf that the boy would
have to run erying out of the room, and
then he'd sneer at him for a bawl haby.
Becanse the boy loved birds and flowers
and all outdoors he called him n girl baby,
snd because he was delioate a lttle
thing made him feverish he called him a
humbug. But, oh, how dear the child was
to Esslo! How she loved him | She would it
with her arms round him in the swilight,
when Harry was off driving hls fast horses
or doing nobody knows what, and feel the
child's dear little head on her heart, and
Iny her cheek on his and love him so or
lie down beside him at night and fecl his
arms round her neck, and his dear breath
on her face, and his soft, sweet kisses, and
it was n joy and a comfort to her—Harry
taking his pleasure somewhere else—and
all the joy and comfort she had nnyway.

And she would feel she could endure the |

one ns long us she had the other, though

no child, If he was one of the angels, will |

make up to a wife for her hustand's neg-
lect of her. And ghe used to look for-
ward to tho child's growing up and grow-
ing into all she wanted him to be, and her
having him and his love when she was old
—anid It was about all she Lad to look for-
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into the night, erying: *' There!
last one! (I

deep voles vom the derkness, and o hand
Iald kold of her own s dhe started back,
and p stalwart form eame into the beam
of Hght and od the step and entered
the door and closed it behind him, *I

don't want your ple, Trody, T want you."'
‘ YGeoffrey! Geoffrey Masters!” she orled

In o faluting yulee, and onught his arm

Fou—1 dlin'y expect’'—

“No,"" he sald, 1 don't bellove you did.
Nobody did. | dido't myself. T didu't
suppos inyrelf 'd ever seo you ngain, "
And he lwd ber in nod seated her {n the
chair she hod just left aod took gnother
opposite.

"Where did you come from, Geoffrey$"
stammered Miss Trody, when she could
speak.

::i’a:'her:." sald Geollrey,
nd where are you ing?"' she re-
s, after o Httle, e, .

“Nowhere,"" ho replicd agnin.

“The fact Is, Trudy,” he sald presently,
after warming his hands ot the blaze and
quite as f they had parted yostorday, 1
haven't been very lucky. I went nway in
pursuit of pastime, 1 haven't canght up
| with heor yet.  I'm back after 20 voars of

it, tired ont, without a dollar in my pock-
ot or any clothes but ihese T stand in.
And I looked at the old house that had
strangers in it and I looked at the old
graves that beld all my people and 1
wnsn't going to become o tramp, and
there was nothing left for me but the river
out here, And I saw this light and eame
this way, I didn’t know why, and 1 looked
in the window and saw you. You haven't
changed much in these 25 years, Trudy.
I'd have known you anywhoere—the same
old rose in your cheok, the same soft fire
in your eye. I've been looking at you this
last hour and it's all been rushing over
me, the things I'd half forgotten—the old
evenings under the stars, the old days
upon the river. What a cursed fool I was
to go after fortune and leave you!"

“Well," said Miss Trudy, not without
some hesitation, “well, you've come back. "

“Yes, I've come back.” And there was
another brief silence,

T s Fo oy Sheny vkt | nothing more than some salt pork, bacon
; and hard tack, with o few wsutabl'n.

sort o{. 1ife have you led sinos you've been

“About the average. Nothing much
amlss, Nothing at all to my credit.”

"lgnm you marrled "’

“No. was always just enough
remembrance of you to hinder," ==

“How's your temper?''

‘“Same as ever, "

"“Easy go lncky?""

i I)Ufhﬂm 80, i1}

"“"You always were a spendihrift," said
Miss Trudy. "

“When T had money to spend, maybe, "'

“Not likely to be now then," said Miss
Trudy, half to hersell. ‘‘However, one
Jalred in s family’s enough and to spare.

ward to, and goodness knows she hnsn’t . suppose,” she added presently, *that

much to look backward on, for her whols

™
1

you've had so much roaming you'd be
glad to stay at home?"’

“Glad!" with a tone that somehow found
ber heart.

*And you don't care for fast horses and
their companions?”’

" Don't know whether I do or not. Naver
drove one.  Fancy I like a boat best.”’

“Yes, One Harry Farnsworth's too
many in a family.” And then there wans
another sllence.

“And there's another thing, I'm sure—

1 guess I'd have

Humph! Yes—well,
Farnsworth! And there's my other

blue eyes full of heavenly
and
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Vo any pany becanse
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ing him, she trying to keep seorot w
the world knows.

“What n woman wants to marry
who's got enough to live on without
zlung passes me, SHe can't go anywhere,

can't do anything, she can't give
away, she can't invite home, she can
breath. She
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“Do you drink?"" sald she, gazing stead-
fly into the fire.

“About as much as you do, I suppose.
I like brandy in my mince pies, though.'
And then there came a lnugh into his
eyes, and he leanesd forward and tilted up
her chin. “Look at me, Trudy,"" sald he,
‘Do you mesn to take me, aftee all®’

“I don't koow but [ do, Geoft," sad
she. ‘I guess I should do as well as the
others have done if I did. And, my good-
ness, there's the minister! 1I'd most
He always comes for his chickens and
tarts the night before Thanksgiving.”

""Then take me now,"’ sald Geoff, “I've

Et nothing. I'm nobody, but we might
happy yet.”

"W‘iltih:m of lftumm ol
sald Trudy, swallowing a sol

““We can go down hill together, Herc's
my purse. Quick! You'll have to Luy
the minister.”

Andthen'thlmwua bustling nolse of
welooms as the minister and his wife came
in for thelr eustomary basketful, and an

Trody outdoors nfter the
minister and his wife n moment to look at
the stars In the clear wintry sky. “If

you'd just as llef, call into Jane's or Loul-
88’8 08 you go by, exclaimed M
after the departing pair, “and say
guessed I'd done about as well as the oth-
ers, aftor all.”  And then Geof! drow her
In and ghat and bolted the door,

her husband's side o little later and
be had put froeh coal npon the flre—
“do you know 1 somebow foe i1

were 20 years old ngnin, Geoff
were 88, We've gol a
thankful for, haven't wot

H”—wmm% - I%?:‘:n
you : !

pantry st th g nd v A DINNER IN FLORIDA

1 don's want your ple, Trody, " said o

for support an instant, *‘I—Ididn's know |

| HOOTING ON AN OLD ABANDONED
' PLANTATION.

Wild Turkey For s Thanksgiving Repast.
Daddy Paddy ssa » Guide and & Cook.
Game That Is Fast Pasing Away—Two
Good Shota.

[Copyright, 1507, by the Author.)
| The first Thanksgiving 1 ever passed
o from home found me encamped on
t!:l:{lnku of Blue spring, about 100 miles
from the mouth of thoe St Johns river, in
the midst of a wild orange grove,

1 was then, as now, an enthosiastic
hunter, and soon after T had pitehed my

-
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DADDY PADDY AND HI8 HUT,
tent was scouring the country adjacent
for game, The bare piny woods, with
thelr scant soll and tall trees, offered little
in the way of real sport except o few
flocks of qualls and now and then o deer
or a fox squirrel. It so happened that I
had extremely bad lack that nksgiving
week, and primitive larder on the
maorning ol’nrzn eventful day contalned

The grove In which my tent was pitched
to an abandoned plantation, and
not far nway, In the center of o half wild
garden, lived one of the anclent retalners
of the departed houschold In a little, tum-
ble down shanty. He wns an old negro,
known as Daddy Paddy, who claimed to
have come into Florida when it was an
Indlan possession and to have been at one
time a slave of Coachoches, the Seminole
““Wildeat," He was over (0 years old,
anyway, for he could tell tales of the times
of Andrew Jackson and was at the battle
of New Orleans. Ho always Inslsted, how-
over, that General Washington was present
nt that memorable event, declaring with
great pertinnolty that if he did not take
in the flght he was ‘‘thar or thar-
abouts." His wrinkled skin wos black ns
ebony, but his wool and bis eyehrows were
white ns snow, giving to this old man the
alr and dignity of o patriarch,

Early in the morning, while the dew
was still glistening on the grass blades
and the river hidden beneath banks of mist,
1 took my gun and sauntered down toward
the garden where Daddy Paddy had his
dwelling place, intending to hunt the
hammook that lay beyond it

1 saw his white, woolly head bohbing
about nmong the flg and oleander troes,
and as I threw my over the snake fence
he saw mo and out excitedly: *“Hi,
dar, massn! Lemme tell yo' me jes' see de
bigges' gobblnh may eyes eber look at.
Fac' done shunh yo', massa. "’

HWhich way did he go, Daddy? Tell me,
quick! We haven't any time to lose.” The
old man turned and gazed at me with an
air of offended dignity In face and nttl-
tude, notwithstanding his bent form and
shaking limbhs,

“Look heah, massa, 'Pears too me youss
puttin on alhs. Now, whose am dad tuh-
key? Am it yorn, or am it mine? Lo's
settle dat ques'ion right now on dls spot.”

““Well, it won't bo nney'wy's i we don’t
get after it goon, will i€? Come now, .
dy, don't loso time fooling. Tell me which
way ho went,""

“Dat ain' what me axes yo'. Am |t
yorn, or am It mine? I'm de one dat sees
de tuhkey an puts yo' on de trall. Now,
do ques'lon am, Ef we git am, whose nam
114

“Wall, Daddy, if we get the turkey,
which looks mighty doubtful, you'll have
your share. Does that satisfy youf'’

“Yessir, dat am de talk, Oh, wo git
um shuah 'nuff! Dat ar tuhkey am goin
too be our meat. When me see tuhkey fly
dnt nway, me knows ezackly whar toe fin
um, sah. An, wha's mo', he mn likely toe
hab hen tuhkeys wiv um, sah. Now go
mosey right "long fer dat big pine on de
alge ob de hammik, an ole Daddy’ll foller
behin yo'."

The old man went back to set o stick up
agoinst his door, to keep it fastened dur-
ing his absence, then began to hobble after
me.

Finally after more than an hour of
agonizingly slow progress we came to the
border of & broad savanna, where we
nwpradnnﬂsrthaahdno!awk!aupmd-
ing live onk, and Daddy gave me final in-
structions,

?%
sz

were spread for flight o pufl of smoke

the danger Jurking behind that clump
nnd palmetto. The proud head

foll to the ground, and the glorlous bird

sprawling, with its quivering wings

outstretehed.

His floek did not wait to see what the
matter wns, but were off at once, beating
the air with vibrant wings, but not before
a second shot from the second barrel had
sent the rear bird of the flock tumbling to
earth, n ruflled heap of glistening feath-
ers, not ten yards distant from its slaugh-
tered mate.

“Hureh!" I shouted, leaping forth in

excltement, but not forgetting to
eject the empty shells from my gun and
glip in two loadod ones ne 1 ran along.

S here ho i, Daddy ; there’s onr Thanks-
giving dinner. The biggest turkey in
Florida, I'lIl bet o dollar, Thirty pounds
if he is an ounce, And there’s a hen, too.
Both of "m dead as nalls!™

“Didn' me done tole yo' sof Didn' me
sald dah tuhkeys on de bubhn?’ demanded
the old negro a8 he hobbled up fast as his
shaking limbs conld carry him.

‘R you did, Duddy; so you did. If it
hadn’t been for you I'd never have seen
them. You've gob o great head, Daddy,
sure enough. '’

“Jes 5o, Jes so, ma boy. Me done tole
yo's0." And the old man wagged his
woolly hend sagely and chuckled to him-
self, He Insisted upon *“*toting'’ the hen
turkey, while I carried the gobbler, and
wo both were tired when we reached his
garden and my camyp, We had o long dis-
pute sbout the division of the spolls, each
one inslsting that the other was entitled
to the larger bird. It was finally decided
that we would *“‘bwile’’ the hen and roast
the gobbler, and that Daddy Paddy should
have all he wanted of eithor or both.
“Dat nm de bes' way,” he shrewdly ob-
served, “fo' ef me hab whole tuhkey too

g

| THANKSGIVING T

THE NATIONAL FESTIVAL, ITS ROGT
AND  USAGES.

¥is Evolution From an Ausiere Ovension
to One of Joy rid lanocent Pleasures,
The Symbol asnd Crowning Joy of the
Fenst.

[Copyright, 1887, by the Author.]

The Amurican Thanksglving festicsl,
which has become such a national Lo
tion, has fts root in anclent teadicdons o owl
usages uf o religiows chameotor,  The Xew
Englond Puritsns, who felt thelr most
congonlal Insplration in the Gld Tewra
ment, naturally sought in Hebreale sug-
gestions, rather thun those of other pooples,
the specinl forms which they were lnolined
to follow. So it is that we fiud in the
Hebrew Tonst of the Tabernach-<, which
embodisd the thank offering for the au-
tunnal ingathering of the fruits of the
year, the most natural souree of the Puritan
feast, which was allke religious and soclal
in conception. Indeed Dr, Cotton Mather
in one of tho most famous of his sermong
expressly draws the close parnllel with
fervid unction.

Yot It wos widely divergent. The old
Hehrows kept up the autumn feast- for
poven days, ending with an eighth In
which they gave way to unbounded
and frisked with an extravagance w
would have heen frowned on ot any other
senson. We can hardly fancy this sensuous
exuberance in connection with the Parl-
tan feast. The fron handed, hard headed,
thrifty souls who colonized New England
found one day fully sufficient to spare
from the productive use of their time even
ut o senson when the need of work was
far less pressing.

One can imagine an ocension of this
kind two centuries ago. Tho religious
idea lay at the hase of 1t all, and sermons
two or three hours long before dinner
must have given the feast a delicious
smack and gusto with the ssuce of hunger.
Then how the young folks must have
quivered in the midriff while the hall
hour's grace still held them on the tenter.
hooks, ns they snuffed the rich odors
which lifted like Incense from the unaoccus-
tomed delicacies. The spiritual exercita-
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mase'f, him done spwile befo' me eat um
up.”’

Daddy was a famous cook in the heyday
of the old plantation's glory and he soon
proved to me that his prestige had not
suffered, despite his 00 yenrs. Scooping
an oven out of a clay bank ho dressed the
gobbler and placed him therein on & bed
of glowing coals and watched over and
basted him so assiduously that T nm ready
to aver that no dinner that day in all
Florida was better cooked or eaten with a
greater rollsh. We had baked potatoes,
Irish and sweet, turnips and celery, where-
with to garnish the bird, oranges from our
own trees and tobacco to smoke that T had

down the river.

“Dis all romminds me,"
Daddy contentedly, “*we didn'
no T’anksgibin in ole slabery times, sah,
Chris'mus—dnt de season when de tuhkey
fluttah, gah. But it am all de same, how-
somebber, T'ank de Lawd, we uns hab |
'nufl toe eat fo' once shorely.
ﬁ Lawd presarb we uns toe enj'y de

s'mus comin sn mek we uns lucky |
'nuff toe fin' dem tulikeys n-runnin wile in |
doe hammick. An don' yo' forgit, ma boy,
dat ef It wan't fer do ole man yo' no hab
tuhkey fo' dinnah. No sah, no Daddy,
no gobblah: don' forglt dat!™ I
FrED A. OBER, i

DAVE BARKER’'S TURKEYS. |

They Were Won by a Neck on the Fizen
Creck Trall.

“One time when T was hung I felt reel
,'' Rubberneck Bill &aid refloctive-
1y a8 he deftly shot the cork into a bottle
of pepper sauce on a shelf in Plzen Creek's
store and promptly settled for the

“It wasn't the beln hung that
hurt my feelin's, but it was the
I don't mind bein

murmured

%

ung

‘“See dat lone palmeeter ober dah by de
creck? Well, right beyon dat palmeetor |
am s bubn (tract of grass recently burned
over), an, boy, shuah's yo's alibe, dah is’
tuhkeys right dar! Git down on yo' knees |
an cra'l, keerful, keerful, along de aige
vt LR B B

yo up an t boe 'em—
mn;! Yo' un'stan wha' me done tole yo',
w "

"Yes, , I understand.” My re-
spect for the old man had increased gince
ho had shown himself sowell informed re-
garding wild turkey hablts, and I followed
his instructions implicitly. Casting my-
solf prone upon the gruss, T painfully
worked my way towand the spot Indicated
by Dnddy, my hoart oating loudly at the
prospect of o near shot at the turkeys, In
front of me, after 1 had sccomplished my

ful journey, wans a natural sereen of
gh grosses and serub palmetto, and to
prove Danddy Paddy's predietion cormeet 1
had only to rise to my feot and peer over
it. Taking off my hat und slowly assom-
ing n stooping posture, ralsing my head
inch by inch, 1 peered cautionsly through
the gruss tops, but suddenly dropped to
the ground, clutching my gun, my hands
shinking as in an ague fit.

The wight before me on the burned space
noar the creek for the moment noneryid
mio, for It was the first tlme In my iy
that I had behold wild turkeys at short

drop
“ ‘What's stampedin ye, Dave?’ says I,
hands up. |

‘" *Oh, nothin much,' he says quietly. |
‘I been tellin this yere stranger, One Kyed
Eddie, about yer havin a rubber neck
that's ag'in hangin, an ho bets me
this brace o' wild turkeys ag'in a rifle that

* “What fer? says I.

‘' "What fer?' repeats he, surprised ke,
‘What fer! Why, ye derned fool, I'm jost

In to win them turkeys, Ye don't mind

hung a fow minutes, do ye!’ |

‘“ *I liko yor gall,’' says I. *Of course 1
minds bein hung n few minutes. Tt lamies
my neok. '

‘4Poo bad,’ he says, sorrowful like, ‘oo
TLnd yo don’t like iv, Bill, but I've gotter
win them Thanksgivin turkeys. Do I
win 'em, er do I not! says he, pokin his
gun into my eyo.

't ‘Yo do, Dave, ye subtenly do,” says

“An he did, dern him! They strings
me up, anas Lam allve an kiokin—spe-
clally ltlo‘:l:l—wl an hour later Eddie

pays the
“But it was a derned

ordered expressly by the Inst boat from

useter hah |

tion fairly over, we ean even now seé the
grim features of the elders relax into win-
try smiles ns they sealously pay the defer-
red debt owing to the inner man.

The founders of the Amerlenn Thanks-
sl\ring seemod 1o have had o spite against

hristmas. Tt smacked - of »
and, what was even moee to E
sottlers of Masenchusetts bay, of that Eng-
lish prelacy the persecutions of which had
been the motive of their own depnrture to
a new world. So down to the Revolution-
ary war, Indeed, the Christmns festival,
with all lts glorlous traditions, had but
little foothold in New England, while
Thankegiving was scarcely recognized ont
of its limite. With the formation of the
new republic and the closer Intimacy of
the peoples of the states thus federated,
thelr tastes and customs, once narrow and
exclusive, began to blend. Christmas be-
came as much an Institution among the

Thanksgiving mounted the hippogriff and
seurried to every section of the land where

t of a proclamation of
Thanksgiving from the
White House Itself, the separato states

fallen into the habit of odahiﬂm
vamo day in common, So that 16 be-

come the peculiar national festival

the great war president recommended
the country at large to thank God for the
fruits of that terrible harvest which had
been not with plow and hoe and
slokle, but with cannon and rifle and sabes,
on the samo day which had been conse-

an autumnal
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